DA KO

was mating them sing eternally to fasten them in
their memories. Hon-o-lu-lu; now this intimate
word of the family circle was taking on a new
meaning, a meaning that no other name possessed.
It meant a land of promise, a country of better
things. It was a good land, for men risked their
lives to go there. And it was a better land than
China, or else the Chinese wonld not want to leave
China to go to it.

Hon-o-lu-ln! It became the lad's dream. No
river pirates and battering-rams, no tax burdens
on the poor, no "white deeds/' no despoilment of
the rich. Yes, that was the reason why men took
their lives in their hands to seek out that far-
away land of safety and abundance. Ah, if It
were possible to go! There were the waters of
the Kam Shing anchorage shining anew with
every break of dawn; it was so easy to follow the
light of the rising sun. Why should n't his dream
come true? His brother had gone forth; why
could he not follow? Of course his father knew
best; but his father had never been in that land
of promise.

Da Ko had not been gone a year before they
had good news from him. He had arrived in
Honolulu safely and was doing well. He told
about the beauty of the country, the richness of
the soil, the abundance of food, the palm-girt
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